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most; and had a Christmas dinner of mien and wheat-
cakes, squatting on a brick k'ang. That Christmas
Day was to be historic in China, though we had no
inkling of it then. "To-morrow we will find out about
the car," said Miao contentedly. Sleep engulfed us
like a wave. In a half-dream, I could still hear the
sound of the Yellow River.
The next morning we went early to call on the
magistrate. He was an uncertain quantity, for we had
had no news of Feng Ching-tsai, and did not know
if this country was friendly to Sian or Nanking. The
yamen was a symphony in Kuomintang blue, and
I had never seen so many New Life signs before. "I
don't like the feel of this place," I whispered, as we
waited for the great man to appear. But Miao was
more optimistic.
The hsien chang came in at last. He was a smooth
official type, but modern and business-like. The inter-
view opened very formally; Miao was obliged to sur-
render the last visiting-card he had, with the name of
Chou inscribed on it. The magistrate asked a great
many questions about both of us. Why were we so
anxious to get to Sian?
I explained that I was a journalist, and added that I
had important business with Chang Hsueh-liang and
the Generalissimo.
"Then why go to Sian?" asked the magistrate
suavely. His eyes rested on me, and again on Miao.
"You will not find either of them there."
We were frankly nonplussed; and I did not like his
manner. "Why?" I blurted out at last.
"You did not know? But of course, we only heard
this news by radio last night, from Nanking. Yester-